AGANKAST

mortality

if only the nights were the days we could still play if only the nights were the days,
their is nothing to feel what is real we sink and fail..
watching the light die from the day..
there is someone, something following me,
i can hear the silence the violence of mortality..

hiding inside from the cold and the rain,
hiding inside from the pain,
not facing the night, it is dark and insane..
hiding inside from the rain.. 
there is someone, something following me,
i can hear the silence the violence of mortality.
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